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I have blushed at Paris, when the papers came over
crammed with ribaldry, or with Garrick's insufferable
nonsense about Shakspeare. As that man's writings will
be preserved by his name, who will believe that he was
a tolerable actor? Gibber wrote us bad odes, but then
Gibber wrote The Careless Husband and his own Life,
which both deserve immortality. Garrick's prologues and
epilogues are as bad as his Pindarics and Pantomimes.

I feel myself here like a swan, that, after living six
weeks in a nasty pool upon a common, is got back into
its own Thames. I do nothing but plume and clean myself,
and enjoy the verdure and silver waves. Neatness and
greenth are so essential in my opinion to the country, that
in France, where I see nothing but chalk and dirty peasants,
I seem in a terrestrial purgatory that is neither town nor
country. The face of England is so beautiful, that I do
not believe Tempe or Arcadia were half so rural; for both
lying in hot climates, must have wanted the turf of our
lawns. It is unfortunate to have so pastoral a taste, when
I want a cane more than a crook/ We are absurd crea-
tures ; at twenty, I loved nothing but London.

Tell me when you shall be in town. I think of passing
most of my time here till after Ghristmas. Adieu!

Yours ever,

H.W.

1278.   To THE COUNTESS OF UPPEB OSSORY,

Arlington Street, Oct. 26, 1769.

WHO would have thought, Madam, that your Ladyship
would thank me for having a tolerable memory! Is there
any merit in remembering for a twelvemonth that the most
agreeable woman in the world was always partial and good
to me? Is it extraordinary that I should wish for her
coming to town that I may again have the honour of seeingThe
